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For Dorothy and Oliver whose love is a beacon

3

Preface
My grandmother is the matriarch of our family. We all know her as ‘Nana’, except for her great
grandchildren who refer to her as ‘GG’, short for great grandmother. Nana is a warm and loving
person, a typical version of what one might imagine for a perfect grandmother. From my
childhood, I have many memories of family gatherings such as new year parties, birthday
celebrations and Christmas, where Nana brought us all together. She made delicious meals for us,
always including dessert and she was a source of love and cuddles. The grandchildren could
partake in what she called the ‘magic tin’ a large metal tub containing a range of chocolates. We
were all allowed to pick one and had great joy in tipping it out and making our selections. It was
magic because it filled itself up continuously and never ran out of chocolates.
When we were children, we saw a lot of each other but as we grew up and all went our separate
ways and family gatherings were less frequent. However, Nana is still the foundation and the
centre of all the family. As I write this story, she is 94 years old and has an incredible memory and
affinity for everything family.
I felt compelled to write the story of my grandparents’ love and their life together. I drove to the
coast in January 2020 to spend a week with Nana, interviewing her about her life and the love she
shared with my Granddad. It was not clear to me why I felt this pull or where this story would take
me, but it is clear that this story changed me. It provided me with a sense of gratitude for a few
things – the ease with which we live our everyday lives; the fact that I, too, have a loving husband;
and the insight to appreciate my family’s values and how they were forged. The process of writing
this story has brought me closer to family that I had little or no knowledge of previously. I am
hoping that this story inspires you to connect with your loved ones, to value the special connection
of family and to see your marriage in a new way. May their story offer you inspiration to appreciate
all that you have and those you love.

Dorothy’s Childhood
Dorothy Jones was born in Birkenhead, England in 1925 and came from a humble family. The
family lived at 33 Carnforth Close. She was the youngest daughter of 11 children and only had one
younger sibling, her brother, Tony. The following list shows the descendants of John and Sarah
(nee Brennan) Jones:
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

Joseph, born 1906
Violet, born 1908
John (Jack), born 1910
Helen (Nelly), born 1912
Samuel (Sam), born 1914
Anne (Jenny), born 1916
Mary (Molly), born 1918
Elizabeth (Bessie), born 1912
Alfred (Alfie), born 1923
Dorothy (Dolly), born 1925
Anthony (Tony), born 1927

Due to the age gap between the oldest siblings and themselves, Dorothy and Tony benefited from
much doting and attention, particularly from their sisters. They did not have a lot of money growing
up but they were relatively spoilt by their older siblings. One thing was very clear: they stuck
together as a family, despite any ups and downs they experienced. The family was so large that
they did not need friends because they enjoyed the company of each other. When Dorothy and
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Tony were young, many of their sisters were married and had children of their own. They were
taken out on weekends and away on holiday trips with their sisters, their nephews and nieces who
were a similar age to them. Everyone looked after Dorothy and Tony and they often received gifts
and treats that their older siblings did not get to enjoy.
There was not much money available growing up and something like a costume for a school
concert or a girl guide outfit was considered a luxury. Dorothy’s sister, Violet, 17 years her senior,
was also her godmother. Violet used to take her to the pantomime and to the grottos, a place at
Christmas time in the stores where they got a chance to ride on a train and receive a parcel at the
end. Violet’s son, Maurice, was two years younger than Tony and the three of them spent a lot of
time together as young children. Violet and her husband were relieving public house managers for
Higsons Brewery in Liverpool, which meant that they was transferred to a variety of places to
relieve the resident manager on duty. Dorothy and Tony went along with them to other cities and
had the benefit of partaking in whatever activities the location held. Violet and her husband were
very good to them as young children and they made many lasting memories on their excursions
and trips.
Dorothy’s father, John Jones, was born in Wales and was a hard worker and a strong man. In
Dorothy’s youth, the depression was underway and jobs were scarce. One had to jostle for jobs
and one was lucky to get even manual labour at the time. Her father was chosen as a docker and
spent his days offloading crates from ships in the harbour for transportation and storage. He used
to carry a big hook on his belt that he used to hook the parcels off the ship and into a warehouse.
He also unloaded things like soda ash with a huge shovel, in conditions that were so difficult and
dangerous that they would not be accommodated in today’s labour market. When John was not
working, he looked after the family while his wife, Sarah, was working. He had a small plot of land
that he rented from the local municipality at one shilling a year from which he grew most of their
vegetables, a big apple tree and a variety of berries. He also grew some beautiful flowers, which
he used to sell to the pub for his pint. He called it ‘my garden’ and it was his little paradise.
When John got home from work, he enjoyed a whisky but his wife did not really drink, apart from
the occasional Guinness milk stout. Dorothy’s mother, Sarah Jane Brennan, was Irish and a
wonderful woman, with a very strong character. She was Roman Catholic with a deep faith that
was very important to her. Sarah, despite having such a large brood to raise, took care of
everyone with grace and kindness. When Dorothy’s father did not have work, Sarah did laundry for
neighbouring customers to earn money. She took in laundry and Dorothy and Tony went along to
deliver the washing to her customers when it was beautifully washed and ironed.
Life was much more challenging then compared to the luxuries we have now, including washing
machines and electric irons. Dorothy’s mother had an awfully long and onerous process to do the
laundry. First, she soaked the washing. She made use of a washing dolly with wooden paddles
which she pulled and pushed forward, causing the wooden pegs at the bottom of the dolly to
agitate the washing. The motion of moving the paddles backwards and forwards, as well as up
and down, was physically demanding. The washing dolly was the basis for the modern washing
machine.
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Washing dolly similar to the one used by Sarah Jones

She then put the laundry in a tub that was elevated over a fire, so that it could boil. She used a
device with wooden cylinders to wring the washing. The weather in England was not always
conducive to drying washing in the sun and if the weather was bad, they had a pulley system with
ropes and lines in the kitchen, where the washing could be dried by the heat of the fire. It was a
lengthy and difficult process but Sarah managed it well and made sure there were clean clothes
and linen for the extended family and all who stayed with them.
In those days, there was no electric iron and they had to use a fire oven to heat up the irons.
Sarah had to use two irons alternately, one heating up on the stovetop and the other to iron before
it cooled down. The fire range had an oven on one end, burning coal as the fuel source. The black
leaded oven had brass fire irons in front, a long shovel, and a poker with two little stools at each
end. The fire was cleaned, black leaded and the brass components polished every Friday.
Sarah and John went out to the ‘pictures,’ which we call the movies these days, at the First House.
When Dorothy was about 10 years old, she wanted to help her mother who she recognised
worked extremely hard. Dorothy decided to cook a leg of lamb while her parents were out. In
taking it out of the fire, she dropped it and spilled fat all over the beautifully polished fireplace. She
was in a lot of trouble when her parents got home, she got a smack and was sent to bed. Her
father was always sticking up for her and she felt that she had a special place in her father’s heart.
Bessie, Dorothy’s sister was her mother’s favourite since she was like her in looks, height and
temperament.
Dorothy was a fussy eater and was quite sickly as a child. Her siblings made up a rhyme about her
being bony and thin. She hated it when they sang the rhyme and she used to cry. They used to
sing:
“Our Dolly’s bony and thin, bony and thin
Her neck is only two inches wide”
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Her mother had a little nickname for each child. Dorothy was called Dolly because she was so
cute and small like a little doll. Tony had a large head so he got the nickname ‘Pothead’ and one of
her other brothers had a large hooked nose so he became ‘Parrotsbeak’.
Sarah was a character with a large personality. One morning she went the shops for fish and
when she was walking away, a preacher was enthusiastically gesticulating and stopped in front of
her to ask, “Have you seen Jesus this morning?”
Her mother, without skipping a beat, replied dryly, “Yes, he went that-away!”
When Dorothy was growing up, they had lovely little shops in their village. Fish was scarce and
people used to queue for a long time at the fish monger. Once, when their mother was at the front
of the queue, a big car rolled up with a chauffeur and a woman dressed in fancy clothes barged to
the front of the queue said that she was Lady so-and-so. She demanded fish from the fish monger
because her driver was waiting. Their mother’s response was that she was Lady Godiva and her
horse was standing out there. If the woman wanted fish, she ought to wait in the queue like
everyone else.
John was a protestant but he married Sarah in the Catholic church and approved of her raising the
children in her faith. All the children went to the Catholic school, which had a partial government
subsidy in those days. The nuns taught them their lessons and religion was featured in all aspects
of their education. A nearby school, called Holt Hill was very fancy and had a smart uniform. One
of the teachers from Dorothy’s school recommended that she get a scholarship from Holt Hill.
Dorothy, however, was a sickly child and she missed many lessons from staying home with a sore
throat and other ailments. Also, someone had to be home once a month to accommodate the man
who came to empty the gas meter to collect the money, since her parents were working. Holt Hill
was also not a Catholic school and for all these reasons, her mother said that she could not apply
for the scholarship. It did not matter much since the war interfered with her education anyway.

World War II Breaks Out
Dorothy turned 14 in September 1939, when World War II had just broken out. The authorities
evacuated all the schools and children were sent to the country as a precautionary measure to
keep them safe. Dorothy’s parents stayed behind to work in the town and it was difficult being
separated from them and not knowing whether they were safe.
Dorothy was sent to stay with her sister, Nelly and her husband who was in the army. They lived in
West Kirby, near the coast about nine miles away. Tony was sent to stay with Aunty Molly who
lived one road down from Aunty Nelly. The older sisters worked and it was Dorothy’s role to look
after the children since their husbands were serving in the war. Dorothy had to look after Brian and
Neville, Nelly’s children. Dorothy and Tony’s parents came to visit them on the weekends and their
father always brought a treat along with them.
In wartime, no sweets were available and anything containing sugar was a great luxury that was
difficult to come by. John would bring cucumbers for Dorothy which were her favourite and Tony’s
treat would be a packet of cornflakes.
At the start of the war in September 1939, the German Luftwaffe conducted what was known as
the Liverpool Blitz, heavily bombing the area which was of strategic importance to England during
the war. Birkenhead, only about 3 miles from Liverpool was the largest port on the west coast and
was also affected by the bombing.
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Birkenhead and its proximity to Liverpool

Dorothy’s father, too old to be called up to fight, joined the Birkenhead Fire Department and
served fighting fires on the Birkenhead and Liverpool docks among exploding ammunition ships
and warehouses. At times, the family did not see him for weeks and did not know whether he was
dead or alive but he took great pride in serving his country this way and said it was the best job he
ever had.
Nelly was a serious person but she was very kind and took good care of Dorothy. Molly had
always been the black sheep of the family. She was opposite in character from her mother and
she tended to go against her mother’s wishes and rules. When Molly was fifteen, she ran away
from home in the hopes of pursuing a career on stage. Their mother went after her and brought
her home. When she was about 26, she ran away from home again in 1946 and changed her
name. The family lost track of her after that.
Tony loved Molly as she was so interesting and flamboyant but he missed home just as Dorothy
did. After about nine months, the air raids eased off and many parents were taking their children
home. Tony and Dorothy asked their parents if they could come home. They agreed and the family
was once again settled in their home in Birkenhead.
Some families had built bomb shelters in their gardens and populated them with pillows and
seating. Dorothy’s family had to go to the shelter in the nearby park. When the sirens went off,
they had to drop everything and head to the shelter. They had to take blankets as the weather was
often cold. Sometimes their mother had time to make a flask of tea assuming they had tea, due to
the rations. Food and clothing rations were underway and they had limited access to food. As
teenagers, Dorothy and Tony found this procedure quite irritating and they would moan bitterly
about having to go to the shelter and sit there for hours.
Their windows had to be boarded up so that no light would show the enemy where people were
active. This was enforced by wardens. If a family failed to properly board up their windows with
blackout screens from about four in the afternoon, they were subject to a fine. With little income
and food available, fines were to be avoided at all costs.
They taped over the windows to ensure that they did not sustain injuries from broken glass in the
event of being bombed. Sometimes, the children would watch air fights between the German
Messerschmitt aircraft and the British Spitfires. They would watch through their sash windows and
would celebrate when an enemy plane was shot down. They had to be careful because if their
mother caught them watching, they got into trouble.
In 1939 two thirds of Britain’s food was imported. Early in the war, imported food was trapped
behind enemy blockades, making it difficult to get the food to the people. Farmers were exempt
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from conscription because the job was viewed as so important to the survival of the people and
government asked farmers to double production. Farming was still in recession since the First
World War so this was a difficult task. The government intervened in terms of farming methods,
equipment used and even the types of crops the farmers had to grow. Farms were monitored by
inspectors who rated farms in a variety of criteria. Farmers were threatened with losing their farms
if they failed to comply or their scores were too low.
Women were drafted to help with the production on the farms, getting involved in driving tractors
and other roles. This meant that efficiencies were required in housework. Electric irons were
introduced and improvements in the mechanisms for the early washing machine emerged in
England. Early washing machines heated water by gas and handles used to agitate the washing
for three minutes which was tiring but less onerous than the washing dolly. The majority of the
farms were not on the electricity grid. In wartime, portable petrol-powered generators were used
on farms to assist with powering electric ovens and light. The generators would charge batteries
and the batteries were used to light the farms and power ovens in the evenings.
The Women’s Institute, an organisation of female volunteers, contributed to the effort in a variety
of initiatives, including caring for evacuated children in the countryside, raising money for the war
effort and food preservation. Imported fruit containing vitamin C was essential for children and was
not available during the war. The Women’s Institute arranged for women to pick rosehips and to
preserve them for the winter as an alternative to imported fruit. They also picked wild fruits, using
them in jams and preserving them using canning equipment from the United States. These women
were very resourceful and played a vital role in galvanising women volunteers to support the war
effort.
Rationing began in 1940. Some things were not rationed such as bread and vegetables but meat
was scarce since it was expensive to raise cattle and farms were ordered to grow food as a
priority. Farmers were instructed to slaughter cattle en masse early on in the war in order to save
farmland for growing crops essential for feeding people. Imported cereals became unavailable and
farmers had to adjust their crops in addition to producing more food.
Most foods were rationed on weight but meat was rationed according to the price of it. As the war
progressed, less and less meat was available so the rations became tighter and very small
portions of meat were available per person. Some farmers collaborated and created pig bins
between a number of farms where all scraps were pooled and once the pig was sufficiently
fattened, the pork was shared between them.
Butter and cheese could not be made on farms and milk was sent to a central location so that the
government could monitor and ration dairy products. Farmers were only allowed to keep a small
amount for themselves. During the course of the war, ships were diverted to wartime efforts and
food imports were reduced more and more. This put tremendous strain on the farmers in England
to produce more food. The government applied great pressure on farmers and over 2000 farms
were taken over from farmers who failed to comply with the government requirements.
Clothing rations started in 1941 since many raw materials were imported and became difficult to
acquire. The government regulated the cloth, price, quality and even the style of clothing produced
at this time. By 1943 the clothing allowance had almost halved with rations becoming tighter and
tighter during the course of the war. There were even regulations governing the number of seams,
pockets and buttons on clothes made. Some resourceful people resorted to making clothes out of
things like flour sacks. The clothing styles at the time were often governed by the fact that fabric
was in short supply so many pleats and wide skirts could not be accommodated. These measures
were referred to as ‘austerity regulations’ and although unpopular, resulted in saving
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approximately 4 million square yards (approximately 5 million square metres) of cotton per year.
Clothing rations only ended in 1949.
Since England’s economy and farmlands took time to recover from the war, rations only ended in
1954. It is remarkable how the war influenced the social dynamic of the country. The nation pulled
together with a common cause, sacrificing a great deal and finding methods of resourcefulness
that were previously unheard of. The government became heavily involved in industry and farming
and the required interventions were in some ways severe and difficult to adjust to. However, the
strategy was highly effective and the nation managed to feed its people and to win a war. It is
remarkable how limitations and adversity can strengthen people and countries.

The Liverpool Blitz
The kitchen, in those days, was more like a living room, with an open fire and armchairs. It was a
place where the whole family congregated, where the women shared in the preparation of meals
and the family and other guests would eat together.
Dorothy’s father put a strong table against the stairs in the middle of the house, securing the ends
of the table with armchairs. There was a space under the stairs where people stored brooms and
other cleaning equipment. The family could seek refuge in this space in the event of not making it
to the shelter in time. Their mother put a deck chair down there for her comfort but the teenagers
were reluctant to use it because a mouse had taken up residence in the space.
In May 1941 when Dorothy was 15 years old, their area, Wirral, was heavily bombed. On one
occasion when her father was out firefighting in Liverpool, they heard the siren and sought refuge
in this space their father had prepared for them. Dorothy remembers that she was reading a book,
Passion of the Snows, by the light of a torch. They heard the whistle of bombs falling and within
seconds, the house fell on top of them.
During the first week of May, thousands of explosive bombs and mines were released in the Wirral
area. One of these mines was dropped at the top of their road, about six houses away. It
completely devastated the area. After that, the incendiaries came down and were extremely
flammable, causing fires in the remaining buildings. There was rubble everywhere and the
teenagers shouted for their mother. At first there was no answer and they thought she was gone.
Eventually they heard a little voice say, “Jesus, Mary and Joseph!”
Sarah was a very proper lady so this expression was most unusual and a great understatement
considering what had just happened. She scrambled up, and the children pulled her out of the
rubble. She prayed for their protection and without delay, put Dorothy under one arm, Tony under
the other and they ran for the shelter.
They headed for the bottom of the road towards the large public library which was opened by
Queen Mary and King George. There was a children’s library underneath, which served as a bomb
shelter. As they were running towards the shelter, they heard the whistle of another bomb and
they fell to the ground, their mother shielding them as much as she could with her body. After the
impact, they got up to find that their arms were shredded with cuts from the broken glass of the
blast around them. They looked around at their neighbours’ faces which were black from the soot
of the chimneys mixed with blood and white lines of tears running down their cheeks. The three of
them got up and ran into the safety of the library shelter.
It was a dismal place to be since people in the shelter were gravely injured, some were already
dead and many were dying. Someone started singing and slowly their friends and family joined in,
singing and praying. They stayed there all night until five the next morning. On emerging from the
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shelter, they did not recognise their neighbourhood. Everything as far as the eye could see was
rubble. Some people were huddled in little groups, making fires from sticks to boil water for tea, as
one does in England.
Dorothy’s sister, Bessie, had a friend whose mother died in the blast. She was making tea in the
kitchen and her daughter and boyfriend were outside the house and safe from the rubble that
landed on her. They came to the Jones family for support as her relatives were away at war. Many
people were hurt, many were grieving and most people had lost their homes. It was a tremendous
trauma and they had no idea whether their siblings or their father were alive or dead.
Wardens helped families to find each other and they also advised people to leave houses that
were not safe due to structural damage or gas leaks. The Jones family managed to find their
father and proceeded to look for Jenny and Nelly who shared a house a few roads up. They were
also affected by the bombing in that the windows and doors of their house were blown clean off.
Each of them had three children to look after and protect. Jenny and Nelly had to abandon their
home due to a gas leak so they also needed a new place to stay. The sisters were traumatised
from the event and in following their usual habits, they were looking for the keys before leaving the
house. It took a little while to realise that this was unnecessary considering there were no doors or
windows. The whole family teased them and laughed about it afterwards, but it was a sobering
thought that many of them had nowhere to go.
Dorothy’s sister, Violet lived further away in a Victorian house at 4 Christchurch Road with three
levels and six bedrooms. It was a beautiful house which originally had bells in the kitchen which
one could use to ring for service from the servants. Violet had these removed as she had no need
for them and maintained the house herself. There was also a scullery with a stove and washbasins
at the back of the house. They had a large living room with the kitchen combined which Violet had
wallpapered herself.
It was common for servicemen and sometimes their wives to be billeted to stay in the homes of
civilians if they had space. Violet’s husband was in the army and was required to take in two
couples as lodgers. They were billeted into hosting these couples as part of the contribution to the
war but they were compensated for it. They had two rooms at the top of the house, like an attic, in
which the lodgers stayed.
Violet also had five cellars under the house. Her only daughter, Priscilla, was born in one of those
cellars. Dorothy and family could stay with Violet in one of her cellars. Violet’s husband renovated
the interior to suit the family’s needs and to accommodate all of the homeless relatives that now
needed shelter. The cellars had escape routes for quick evacuation from bombing. There was an
opening where the coal was thrown down which could serve as an escape route, and another had
stone steps that led to a yard. Violet worked as a barmaid at the brewery and she went to work in
the days and evenings. Dorothy’s role was to look after her children while Violet worked.
Since it was wartime, they were not allowed to go out at night. They had to stay in the vicinity due
to the air raids. They had no streetlights because it could show the enemy where the residents and
buildings were and they had to be incredibly careful even using a torch.
Dorothy belonged to a youth club along with her friend Phyllis. Phyllis’ brother-in-law, Bunty, was
among the young men that were almost old enough to be called up to serve in the war. Bunty,
Dorothy and Phyllis went cycling into Wales or to the seaside for fun. The youth club had a hall,
not a very fancy structure, quite like a barn which was fitted with nets. The young people played
games which usually entailed ball games such as shooting hoops into nets or rounders. A tennis
ball was an especially useful thing in terms of recreation in their youth.
11

Oliver’s Childhood
Oliver Muir Garson Thompson was born in 1919, the youngest of twelve children. He was born on
a farm in Volksrust in Mpumalanga, South Africa.
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

Elaine, born 1895
Gordon, born 1897
Enid, born 1899
Leslie, born 1900
Kathleen, born 1902
Milly, born 1904
Joyce, born 1906
Sheila, born 1908
Margaret (Peggy), born 1910
Noel (Gregor), born 1911
John (Jackie), born 1914
Oliver, born 1919

As the youngest of the Thompson siblings, Oliver spent much of his time on the farm playing with
the children of the farm labourers. He became fluent in Zulu as a consequence which was
particularly useful in South Africa since it is a widely-spoken language. Oliver was brought up in a
strict household and was raised Presbyterian.

Baby Oliver and his siblings

When Oliver was ten years old, his father passed away and as a consequence, the family
breadwinner was gone. As a result, Oliver’s mother, Maggie, learnt to be thrifty. They lived on a
farm owned by Maggie’s mother but the property was divided among the eight children which did
not leave much to live off. They moved around a lot when his father died. If a family member had a
baby, Maggie would go to stay with them to help out and got a roof over her head. For example,
when Milly had a baby, they stayed there to help with the baby and then moved on when it was
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time to help another family member. They had a room with his sister, Enid in Kempton Park which
forged his relationship with her and her daughter Moira who was an only child.
They lived in Witbank for a while with Uncle David (Maggie’s brother), who worked at the abattoir.
Another aunt, Aunt Olive who never married lived there too. Uncle David bought Oliver his first
bicycle for school. When David met a woman and married her, Oliver and family had to move on
and live with other relatives. Oliver also lived with a brother Gordon, who had no kids but when he
left to work at the copper belt in Central Africa, they had to find another place to stay. Oliver and
Maggie lived with Enid and Jack from then on. They were very kind and good to Oliver.
Oliver qualified as a draughtsman at that time and was working on the mines which were exempt
from conscription. He and a friend were determined to contribute to the war so they resigned and
signed up for service in 1940 and joined the Royal Navy on the Esplanade in Durban. After basic
training, they were sent to Simonstown in the Cape and they were drafted onto their first ship.
They escorted troops from Australia to Singapore and they evacuated as many people as they
could when the Japanese attacked Singapore in February 1942.

Meeting Each Other
Bunty, an attractive young man, had his sights on Dorothy and used to refer to her as his girlfriend,
although Dorothy was not entirely sold on the idea. When he was called up to serve in the war,
Dorothy remembers seeing him in his naval uniform, looking handsome. The boys teased him
since he had never been on a boat and he was about to spend a long time at sea.
Dorothy’s brother Sam had been away for three years at war when his ship was torpedoed in the
Mediterranean in 1942 by a German submarine. He landed up in Durban as a survivor and he was
placed on the HMS Dragon from Durban that was on its way to Liverpool. They arrived in Liverpool
in November 1942 scheduled to be refitted by the shipbuilding company Cammell Laird. On board
he met South African naval officers, Bob and Oliver, with whom he soon became good friends.
On arrival in Liverpool, Sam’s peers wanted to know where to go for some fun. Sam convinced his
friends to come home with him because his mother was always so welcoming and of course, he
would love to see his family. They went out to pubs and returned home to enjoy the guaranteed
Jones’ hospitality. The Jones men were all away serving in the war in some form or other so the
women welcomed them, cooked for them and enjoyed the stories they had to share. By this time,
Jenny had her own flat and Nelly went back to West Kirby to her in-laws. Dorothy stayed with
Violet some of the time and with her mother for the rest of the time. Her mother lived at number 48
Christchurch Road, in the same road as Violet.
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Oliver Thompson in the navy

Dorothy’s mother told them that the boys had gone out to the pub and were returning home for
food. There was very little meat available at that time (only 7 oz. per week), so they had to make
do with vegetables. Dorothy’s mother was a resourceful woman and an incredible cook so she
often created masterpieces with the limited produce that was available. Theirs was a house that
attracted many people, friends and relatives alike.
Dorothy was not allowed to go out to pubs since her father protected her from the bad behaviour
of the drunken patrons in the many pubs in their area. Instead, they spent time in the youth club.
She was getting ready to go out with Bunty and Phyllis when the boys came home from the pub.
They took some of Dorothy’s sisters, Violet, Jenny and Bessie, who was engaged to Paddy at that
point, out with them. Paddy was stationed in the Orkney Islands and was due to come home for
their wedding in January. They teased Dorothy who was not given permission to go to the pubs
yet.
Oliver said, “Give me a kiss” in front of the family and the navy guys.
She refused and paid no attention to these drunken fools and their nonsense. At the time she was
only 17 and he was relatively old at 23. This was the first time Dorothy and Oliver met. They did
not know then that they would spend their lives together, that they would be married for almost
seven decades and create a legacy of love and family in another continent.
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Dorothy at Work
Dorothy had a lot of duties and had to help her mother or sisters with the cleaning, although she
was almost old enough to be drafted. The women’s army, the Auxiliary Territorial Service (ATS)
could draft women from the age of 18. By the time she was at working age, she was interested in
joining the Women's Royal Naval Service, but her brother Sam forbade it. Her friend, Phyllis
wanted to join the land army which entailed helping farmers by milking cows and cleaning pig
sties, but Dorothy was not interested in that.
Dorothy’s first job was to help her mother with the laundry. She hated it so her mother got her a
job at a florist and vegetable market instead. She flourished and after a year she was made a
manager. The mothers of children under the age of five were allocated additional produce. They
queued for a piece of cucumber, oranges and tomatoes. Dorothy served these mothers and
ensured that everyone received their allocated rations. Working at the market offered the benefit of
being able to take home some produce for her own family. Since she was a manager of the store,
she could barter with another woman who worked at the free state Irish border and obtain duty
free produce. Dorothy was able to acquire Irish linen which was difficult to get during the war. The
woman also ran a fish shop so she traded fish with Dorothy when it was available.
When she became of age, Dorothy was called up to work in the factories. She worked at an
ammunition factory that made lifeboats. Fortunately, it was near Violet’s home and she was lucky
enough to get an office job. The women worked in lines to produce handles for the lifeboats and it
was Dorothy’s job to examine them for quality, to count them and to put them into bundles. The
women working in the lines, were paid per volume produced as collated by Dorothy.
Pat Laurie, Jack Jones’ daughter has clear memories of the experiences of World War II, and all
the family. She remembers Dorothy lending her a bathing costume after a disaster with one she
had made for herself from a woollen jumper. She also has fond memories of Dorothy helping her
out with training bras when she was a developing young teenager.

The Romance
The family were issued with a Morrison shelter – a strong steel table, almost like a cage but with
fewer sides. It had a steel top, strong corners and springs on the bottom, on top of which the
family put mattresses. The family members could crawl under the table for safety in the event of a
bombing. It was placed in the kitchen which was a good place to have it since much of the family
activity took place there. The family ate around the table and spent time talking and connecting in
the armchairs that surrounded it. Bob and Oliver slept on the mattresses when they came to stay
and would return to the ship once ready to depart.
Bob was taken with Jenny and of course, Oliver had his eye on Dorothy. They often went out to
dance halls and canteens where they enjoyed chips, beer and music. They loved listening to the
music of their favourite bands and were particularly fond of Vera Lynn’s heart-breaking tunes.
They always ended up at the Jones’ home after going out. One night, Oliver invited Dorothy to sit
under the table so that they could kiss for the first time. By that time, Bunty had been transferred to
another part of England and was on a ship somewhere so Oliver’s competition was not around to
fight for her. After their first kiss, Oliver invited Dorothy to go to the movies on a date. Her father
agreed but he still insisted on no pubs because she was too young for that.
The first time he took her to the movies Oliver boasted about how it was so cheap since they did
not go out to a pub afterwards. He told Bob that the ticket only cost 2/6 (two shillings and
sixpence). Dorothy was not impressed by this boasting and thought that it is the last time she is
going out with him. That was not the case, however. They spent a lot of time going for walks,
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sometimes up to Oxton park and they walked along Bidston Road at the bottom of the lane, which
took them right into the country. They walked up and down the little lanes. There was a pub at the
end of a lane and one day Dorothy suggested that they sneak in. Oliver had a beer and she had a
port and lemon. Her father never knew about this minor indiscretion and it felt wonderful to be
together.
In those days, foreigners were not trusted and the world was not as connected as it is today.
However, during the war things were different. There was a hail-fellow-well-met feeling about the
company of servicemen. They were all in it together, irrespective of one’s background or origins
and everyone made a big fuss of servicemen and their wives. Some people had several couples
living in their home, from different countries and military sources. Although they were paid for
hosting people, it was more about doing their part for the war effort. People were friendly to all
servicemen and people took any accommodation and kindness that was available.
There was no room for being picky or fussy when it came to clothing and food. People mended
clothes and handed down clothes to each other. Dorothy’s mother did not sew or knit but she
mended their clothes. Some of Dorothy’s sisters were very good at making clothes, however, and
Jenny made several coats out of army blankets and gave them to family members who needed
them. One shared whatever one had in wartime. Fabrics were difficult to obtain but Oliver was
able to bring back a variety of materials from his travels. He went to places like Chatham and
came ‘home to Mom’ for the weekend.
Just before Bessie’s wedding, she received a telegram from Paddy that he might not get leave for
the wedding. It was due to bad weather but during the war, the telegrams were heavily censored
and the part about the weather was removed. The authorities wanted to make sure that the enemy
did not gain any advantage. Bessie was furious and said that she would just go ahead and marry
someone else. She looked over at Oliver and with a few drinks under his belt, he joked that he
would gladly oblige. Of course, he had no intention of marrying Bessie or anyone for that matter at
that stage.
Thankfully, the weather cleared and Paddy got his leave and came home for the wedding. Bessie
got married in January 1943 and she went to Ireland on honeymoon and stayed a while. She
became pregnant and when her son Tony Martin was born in 1944, she named Dorothy and Oliver
as his godparents. Bessie later had two girls, Pauline in 1950 and Jayne in 1958.
Bessie’s friend was married a month before her and she offered Bessie her beautiful, beaded
dress to borrow. Bessie’s original dress was in a box wrapped in tissue under the bed. She offered
it to Dorothy for purchase which she gladly accepted, even though she had no plans to get married
at that point. It was five coupons for a dress and one only received 18 coupons for the whole year.
Shoes cost two coupons so the process of getting a wedding outfit together was expensive. One
had to hang onto the things one had and appreciate them. Dorothy acknowledges that she is
inclined to hoard because of these experiences.
Oliver started coming home for the weekends and spending them with the Jones’ family, and of
course, Dorothy. Violet’s house had a glass vestibule that led into the house. The one time they
were at Violet’s place, the door was open and he threw his hat across the glass. Violet wondered
what the noise was and she said “Oh, it must be Tom.”
Since his surname was Thompson and they had a fondness for nicknames, he was referred to as
Tom. Their mother loved Oliver and she welcomed him into the home gladly. Oliver would be so
thrilled to see Dorothy, that he would grab her and hold her in a tight embrace. He brought gifts for
Dorothy such as chocolate since it was not available at home.
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Oliver was good to the Jones family and he brought Dorothy’s father tobacco in a little tin. Her
father used to roll his own cigarettes. He was not well during the war and his health steadily
declined. He had prostate troubles and Dorothy remembers him having surgery.

Getting Married
When they had been dating for about six months, Oliver asked John for permission to marry
Dorothy. She was still only 19 years old so her father agreed but asked them to wait a year. They
were engaged in June 1943 and they planned to get married mid-1944.
Dorothy, through her contact at the Irish free state border, was able to secure a 22-carat gold
wedding band in preparation. She borrowed a veil from Bessie and Violet made a head dress that
stood up since she was much shorter than Oliver and it bridged the gap for the photographs.
Oliver was away a lot due to his naval service during the war and his studies. He wrote Dorothy a
letter every day when he was away. She kept 350 love letters from him. Her family could not
believe it that he was so consistent and was obviously very much in love with her. Oliver’s
consistency also served to inform Dorothy that he was still okay. Dorothy’s life was terribly busy
helping her mother and working so she did not quite manage to write as often but she cherished
every letter that arrived from him.
He studied in Yorkshire and was sent to Brighton to work on motorboat engines and tank landing
craft engineering. He would hitch hike over 250 miles to see her. Once, he crossed the moors
which was treacherous and he vowed never to do it again. The family agreed that he must be in
love if he was willing to do that.
Oliver was drafted to serve in South Africa. On a day when Dorothy was off work with a sore
throat, she received a telegram from him saying that he was getting seven days draft leave. The
telegram said, “Make marriage arrangements if possible and agreeable to you.” In order to stay
together, they decided to move the wedding date to ensure that they were married before he left
for South Africa.

The telegram asking Dorothy to make urgent marriage arrangements

They had a few days to arrange their wedding. Oliver arranged the marriage licence which was
challenging because he got into an impasse between South Africa House and his commanding
officer. They met with the priest who was only available on Monday 1 November 1943 (All Saints
Day) so they had to take the date.
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At home, everyone put their rations together. The family made a cake for her and they arranged
what was known as a ‘wedding breakfast’ even though the wedding was at three in the afternoon.
When Dorothy woke up on her wedding day, there was a thick yellow fog and it was raining a soft
rain. Fortunately, the fog lifted by the afternoon and they could enjoy the wedding day. She had
shoes, the dress and the ring. Bessie gave her a gold cross to wear and her friend Phyllis was
appointed bridesmaid. She gave Dorothy something blue.
The family hired a taxi to take the bride and Phyllis to the church and another to transport her
parents. The Church of Holy Name of Jesus was a tiny structure with stone walls in Oxton, part of
a well-off community with lawyers and doctors as congregants. Her father gave her away in the
church which was important to her since family mattered so much. The priest was wonderful and
gave a beautiful service. The bride and groom hired a photographer and took photos of the
siblings that were there and a photo of the happy couple.

The bride and groom on their wedding day

Dorothy’s brother, Jack, was exempt from the war due to his job so he fulfilled the role of best
man. Bob and Sam were not there unfortunately because they were away at war. Despite many
missing relatives, they had a wonderful celebration, dancing and holding hands and being together
as a family. A cross-eyed man who was exempt from the war, played the piano. The relatives
joked that the girls must not all rush at him at once since men were a scarcity during the war.
Three days after the wedding, Oliver was gone and Dorothy would only see him about eight
months later. He was sent to Durban in South Africa.
When Dorothy’s brother Alfred was at home on leave from the navy, Oliver appeared at home.
However, Dorothy was out at the church canteen with Phyllis where she served snacks to
servicemen and danced with them. Allied servicemen of many nationalities gathered regardless of
their field. The young ladies served tea and danced with naval officers, military police and airmen.
They served snacks and drinks until someone asked them to dance. It was a lot of fun.
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A group wedding photo. Violet, Jenny, Tony, Bessie, Jack (best man), Groom & Bride, John Jones, Sarah Jones, Anne Lynch,
Emily Stain (Dorothy’s cousin), Phyllis, Violet (Dorothy’s aunt)

Alfie came dashing into the canteen and told Dorothy to rush home because Tom was home. His
ship had docked at Liverpool and he came to see her. Oliver had skipped the ship, not asking for
permission and only had two hours to spare. He asked his friend Charlie to call out his name when
it was called.
Alfie was always teasing Dorothy and she did not fancy running home the 1.5 miles to find that it
was all a trick. She did not believe Alfie and she carried on dancing but he insisted. He eventually
persuaded her and they ran home from the church hall.
The whole family had gathered. Her parents and siblings were in Violet’s house and they all
walked with Oliver to their mother’s place. Everyone was talking war and they all wanted to know
what was happening. Dorothy and Oliver were so enraptured to see each other but the family were
dominating his time and they could not get a word in. The newlyweds desperately wanted some
time alone together.
The whole family wanted to walk to the station with him to get back to Liverpool but Dorothy
insisted that she walk there alone with Oliver. It was a long way, about two miles and she had to
walk home alone in the dark. Her family and Oliver were worried about her doing that in the
blackout but it was their only chance to be alone. She had a torch but she had to shine it down on
the ground so that the enemy did not get sight of activity.
They got to walk to the station together and caught up on everything that had happened since he
had been away. Dorothy’s birthday was coming up and Oliver brought her a number of gifts but he
could only carry one which he gave to her on the walk to the station. He bought her a gold Omega
watch which he had stashed in his uniform stocking. The case was all sweaty when he pulled it out
but Dorothy was thrilled with the watch.
Unfortunately, when Charlie posed as Oliver, the Commanding Officer noticed that Charlie was not
Thompson. Oliver was found out for not being on board and got reprimanded for it on his return.
The reason for his arrival in Liverpool was that he and Charlie had applied to do an engineering
course - one that they had already completed! Their commanding officer asked them what on
earth they were doing back again because he knew they had already done the course. However,
he was not hard on them because he realised that they had young brides and that they both
wanted to spend some time together.
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They both got the chance to spend time with their wives – Charlie in London and Oliver in
Birkenhead. Oliver stayed at home and they were thrilled to be together. He was able to spend
time with her for her birthday and gave her the other gifts he brought for her. He bought her fabric
from South Africa to make a costume, a gold bracelet, two pairs of nylon pantyhose and lipstick.

Baby Anthony Peter
Dorothy was still working in the office at the ammunition factory five days a week and working long
hours when Oliver came to do the course. She got some leave when Oliver returned so that they
could spend some time together.
She fell pregnant soon after his return and was extremely sick throughout the pregnancy. She had
severe nausea and kidney trouble. She had frequent blood tests during the pregnancy to monitor
her health. Looking back, Dorothy suspects that she was malnourished due to the rations during
the war. The medical practitioners put woollen stockings on her in the hospital, tied her feet
together and gave her injections to keep the baby in utero as long as possible.
After a 36-hour labour, Anthony Peter Thompson was born on 15 April 1945, very premature at
just under seven months. He was fed by a tube and Dorothy was initially too weak to hold him.
There were five babies in incubators in the hospital nursery. When she was strong enough to see
him, the doctor asked Dorothy which one was her baby and she went to him immediately. Oliver
came home when he was born and was thrilled to have a son. Little Anthony lived for eight days
and passed away. Oliver had just got back to Brighton when he lost his son. It was devastating for
both of them but particularly for a young Dorothy.
Anthony was christened and the family had a funeral for him. The man billeted in Violet’s house
made a coffin for him which was tiny because Anthony was so small that he could fit in a large
shoe box at just under 3lb (around 1kg). Dorothy’s sisters arranged the funeral and sadly Dorothy
could not attend as her health was too fragile. The family took his little coffin on the bus to the
funeral. He was buried in his christening gown and his aunts placed forget-me-not flowers around
him in the coffin. They opened up a grave in Flaybrick Hill cemetery containing the remains of
grandchildren of a relative and buried Anthony there. He had four other babies to keep him
company. Dorothy’s kind niece, Maureen, used to take him flowers with money that Dorothy sent
her. She reported back on the condition of the cemetery and took a photo of his grave for her.

Anthony Peter's grave in Flaybrick Hill cemetery
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Dorothy spent ten days in the hospital and came home because her father was ill. From age 50 he
was in and out of hospital with chronic health problems such as an asthma, ulcerated stomach and
severe emphysema. He ended his working days as a night watchman at a cinema almost to the
end. Her father passed away two weeks after Anthony, on VE day, 10 May 1945. It was a heartbreaking time for Dorothy and a great tragedy that her father didn’t get to experience life beyond
the war.
To take her mind off the grief she was experiencing, Oliver took Dorothy to Portsmouth where they
stayed at a boarding house. They had to take a few trains to travel approximately 250 miles to get
there. The trains were packed with servicemen as Portsmouth was a naval base and there was
much demand for accommodation there. Oliver worked in the day and Dorothy did not know
anyone. The woman running the boarding house had an interesting preference for décor, including
many taxidermy birds which were a little frightening for Dorothy. The lady also had many rules
such as the occupants had to vacate the house by 10:30am and only return at 4pm.
Dorothy was still recovering, both physically and emotionally so she was not strong enough to
work yet. Anyway, the stay in Portsmouth was a temporary one. She busied herself by going to the
movies and to local stores. She had to be on her guard as the men appreciated her beauty and
used to whistle at her. One day she was having lunch in a department store and noticed a woman
and her little son of about four years old sitting nearby. The woman asked Dorothy if she was new
in town. She lived in Gosport which was across the water and she invited Dorothy home with her
to accompany the boy to his treatment for leukaemia. Dorothy was nervous to go with her but she
was the first person who was warm and friendly to her. It was great to spend time with people but
it was a very sad house and not the best place for her to spend her time after the recent grief and
losses she experienced.
Oliver made friends easily, often with the help of alcohol, and of course he met many other
servicemen. He suggested that she develop friendships with some of his friends and their wives.
He was friends with a lady in the navy stores. Her daughter was in the Royal navy and when she
got married, Oliver and Dorothy met new friends at the wedding. Charlie, Oliver’s companion on
the repeated training course was also around. The people at the naval base were a source of
friends too.
One of Oliver’s friend’s parents had a pub called The Golden Goose, in the country. The owner of
the pub, Lily, had two school-going sons, around ages 12 and 15. They invited Dorothy to come
and stay on their property in the country. Lily gave Dorothy her ration books and that of the kids
which was very generous. Dorothy was able to stay there in a comfortable home for about two
months which was a wonderful distraction. Lily was in and out and they had great food and made
new friends. Lily’s husband came home to sleep many nights in the week but he travelled a lot too.
Oliver was working in the day but spent the evenings there with Dorothy. On Lily’s suggestion,
Dorothy invited her mother to stay, and she arrived by train at Gosport. Sarah stayed for a week
and it was a wonderful opportunity for them to spend time together and for Sarah to have a
holiday.
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South Africa
Oliver received a telegram from the naval commander saying that they had been given a place on
the ship to South Africa. The Drottningholm, a converted Swedish hospital ship, was the first
available ship since war time. Dorothy left Gosport and went home to her family to make
arrangements. Oliver was due to meet her at the ship to depart together on her 20th birthday, 16
September 1945. The family threw Dorothy a farewell and birthday party combined. Oliver walked
up the path looking forlorn. He said, “I can’t go with you.”
He could not even stay the night. Dorothy did not want to board a ship to another continent by
herself but he explained to her that it was a privilege to be given this place on the ship. If she did
not take it, they could wait two years before they got another opportunity and they would be
separated. They would also have to pay their own passage if they passed up this chance. The
union who handled the servicemen paid for their passages to their final destinations. He talked her
into it and she agreed to take the long voyage by ship to South Africa alone.

A 19-year-old Dorothy about to leave for South Africa

Dorothy’s mother and sisters took her by taxi to Liverpool with her cases packed. She took a
blanket box, a wooden box with a lock, packed with her belongings. She still has the box today but
it has been repaired by Oliver a few times. She also had a wooden trunk containing baby clothes
that she made for Anthony. She gave her sister Bessie all her baby blankets since they were more
difficult to get and one needed to use coupons. Coupons were also required to buy baby clothes
and cloth nappies. She gave many baby things away to those who needed them. She took linen
with her that she obtained on the black market and she took her mother’s silver teapot that her
mother insisted she take with her as a wedding gift.
The Jones family packed a picnic to have on the beach while they watched the ship leave. They
waved at her as she went through the barrier and she can still see their faces now. It was terrifying
going to a new continent where she knew no-one and did not even know if there would be anyone
waiting for her when she arrived. She had no idea when she would see her family again, or if she
would ever see them again.
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The silver teapot Sarah gave Dorothy on departing for South Africa

Dorothy shared a cabin with three other young women, all wives of servicemen. Only one of them
had a husband on board. In fact, this was the man for whom Oliver gave his place. He had a
disabled child and they appealed to Oliver to allow him to travel with his family. This man ended up
being the biggest flirt on board the ship and one wonders how fair it was that he took Oliver’s
place.
It was a three-week journey from England to South Africa and in that time, Dorothy became close
to two of her cabin mates. One was a teacher, due to meet her husband in Cape Town. She was
older than Dorothy, in her 30s and took Dorothy under her wing. The other, Dorothy Hayes, was
on her way to meet her husband in Rhodesia (now Zimbabwe). Dorothy was the only bride on
board with no husband or with no husband waiting for her. There were also French and Czech
women on board who had hidden soldiers and helped the war effort in some way.
When Dorothy disembarked, a correspondent asked her a lot of questions. She thought he was an
official to check her papers but when he asked her what colour her eyes were, she became
suspicious.
“They are hazel, but what kind of a question is that?”
The correspondent revealed that her story would be in the Sunday Times newspaper the next
morning. Her in-laws got to read about her before even meeting her.
Dorothy had a small green case Oliver gave her from the navy and the two trunks of belongings.
She was not sure who would be meeting her but suspected it might be Oliver’s mother, quite an
old lady at 73 years old. She had seen photos of her mother-in-law and vice versa. Dorothy had
corresponded with her and she had sent a few small things to Dorothy like safety pins for nappies
by post.
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The newspaper article about Dorothy's journey on the Drottningholm

When the ship reached Cape Town, her new friends would not leave Dorothy until she had
someone to look after her. Passengers were not allowed to leave the ship until their documents
were processed. The three new friends stood on the platform overlooking the crowd of loved ones
gathered to meet the passengers. The girls said “Look, there’s an old lady.”
But then someone would embrace her and they kept looking for old lady Thompson. They found a
large piece of cardboard and wrote ‘Thompson’ in big writing. They held it up and Dorothy could
not help but feel that she was for sale.
Finally, she met her mother-in-law for the first time and the friends said their goodbyes. They
exchanged addresses and wrote to each other. Dorothy received about five letters from them in
total. Oliver’s mother Maggie had travelled a long way to collect Dorothy – from Kempton Park in
Johannesburg, to Cape Town, almost 900 miles (1500km). They stayed for a week in Plumstead
and some of Oliver’s siblings and friends showed her around. Dorothy had a pleated skirt which
kept blowing up with the wind in Cape Town. She marvelled at all the sweets that were available at
the shops because there was nothing like that available in wartime England.
They took a train to Johannesburg which was an exceptionally long trip - two days and one night
which seemed to last forever considering the fact that Maggie and Dorothy did not know each
other and were vastly different. They did not have money for the dining room so they survived on
toast and tea for the whole journey. One lady in the cabin was Afrikaans and she taught Dorothy a
few things such as how to identify the ladies’ bathrooms and how to say thank you and keep left.
Maggie Thompson was a strict and serious lady so it was a tough journey for Dorothy, having left
her close family behind and without the support of her husband. She kept looking out of the
window and it looked like a very strange place to her. Arriving in Johannesburg, they had to
transfer platforms to get to Kempton Park station. Oliver’s sister’s husband, Jack and daughter,
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Moira were waiting to meet them at the station. In those days, there were dirt roads and no
streetlights and the surrounding land was open fields. The area that now hosts Africa’s busiest
airport, OR Tambo International, had nothing but a few dirt roads. The airport is now located at 1
Jones Road, Kempton Park.
When they got to their destination, a horse and cart was waiting for them. To be more accurate, it
was a donkey and cart. A man from the church drove the cart and they got help from some
labourers to load the trunks on board. Maggie sat next to the driver, with Dorothy and her
belongings in the cart, while Moira and Jack walked alongside them. The cart took them to Long
Street, their final destination.
They offloaded Dorothy’s belongings and she began to settle in. Oliver’s sister, Enid was a teacher
and she looked the part. Her hair was tied back in a bun and she ran a tight ship. She was driven
by the clock, with everything happening at exactly the right time. It must have been difficult for
Enid and Maggie to accommodate Dorothy, given that she was from a different background and
they had a many people to care for. Enid had arthritis in the wrists which must have caused her a
lot of pain.
Moira was born in 1929 and was ten years younger than Oliver. Due to the age difference
between Oliver and his sister, Enid, Moira felt more like a sister or a cousin than a niece. Moira
was very fond of him and looked up to him a great deal.
It was an adjustment for Dorothy to live in Kempton Park after coming from England. At the time
she moved to Kempton Park, there were no roads or pavements. There was a general store which
sold hardware goods, food and everything one would need. When she wrote home, she told them
she felt like she was living in the wild west. It felt to Dorothy like a cowboy was going to tie his
horse up at any moment. The toilets were long drops (or pit latrines) that had buckets which were
emptied at night.
Enid’s house on a plot of half an acre, was comparatively new and her floors were always perfectly
polished, so much that one could almost use them as a mirror. Even the rails for the pictures were
polished. Although it took time to adjust to living in South Africa, Dorothy could feel connected to
her looking into her intense blue eyes that were just like Oliver’s. It felt like she was looking at
Oliver which helped when she waited a few months for his arrival. These blue eyes have even
been passed down to his great grandchildren.
Over time, Dorothy and Enid grew close and the Thompson family treated Dorothy like a daughter.
Initially Dorothy was very homesick and she missed her family terribly. Oliver only arrived home
two months after Dorothy did. She tried to pitch in as much as possible and helped with the
cooking. She was not able to help much with the cleaning because that was Joanna’s job. Joanna
had one eye and every night a big dinner was to be kept for Joanna the next day.
Aunt Milly’s son, Ewen was an apprentice who worked as a fitter and turner at AECI, a chemicals
company in Modderfontein, Johannesburg. Oliver did his training at AECI and as was customary,
many families lived near the company. Ewen was only a year younger than Dorothy and was
friendly to her. He played the chanter, an instrument used in learning to play the bagpipes. He also
taught her some Afrikaans and took her and Moira to the movies. In those days, they took a train
to get to Germiston to the movies.
Jack Twigg, a friend of the Thompson family, lived in Kempton Park. He wrote to Dorothy before
her arrival in South Africa and both he and his mother, Maggie, were very friendly and welcoming.
Maggie took Dorothy to Johannesburg, a train journey away, to showed her around. She taught
her how things work and what to do and what not to do which was valuable as a foreigner.
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Their Afrikaans neighbour was kind and invited Dorothy over to her home to enjoy tea and
koeksisters, which are an Afrikaans confectionery made from twisted dough, deep fried and
soaked in sugar syrup. Dorothy had not tried these treats before and had not heard of them. She
duly arrived at the appointed time at her neighbour’s home. They sat and talked a bit and then
Dorothy was served tea. She became rather puzzled after having been there for some time. She
asked her kind neighbour where the ‘Cook Sisters’ were as she would love to meet them. The
neighbour roared with laughter and replied that Dorothy was eating them.

A Baby Girl
Dorothy fell pregnant while living with Enid. Oliver’s brother-in-law, Jack, worked a lot of overtime
during the war and with his extra earnings, he paid for another room to be built off the house. It
was not built especially for them but they were grateful to have their own space as a young couple,
expecting a baby. Dorothy paid a cleaner once a week so that it was no additional burden to Enid
or Johanna.
Due to falling pregnant and with the concerns of her previous pregnancy and childbirth, Dorothy
could not work. Oliver worked until 11:30 on a Saturday morning and when he was finished, they
used to go into town. They went to the East African for lunch and met Jacky and the gang to go to
the Vic hotel. They would often get home around 10pm. Maggie and her husband accompanied
them and would join in the dancing and merriment. Maggie was divorced and remarried which was
frowned upon by many people in those days. They all danced at Modderfontein and Eskom where
they used to run club dinner dances. It cost 7/6 (seven shillings and sixpence) for the dinner and
dance.
Through the pregnancy Dorothy was tested every month because of the previous loss and difficult
pregnancy. When the time came, Maggie’s husband, Barney, dropped Dorothy off at the hospital
in Germiston which was quite some distance away from Kempton Park. She had to tackle the
difficult labour alone. She cried for her family, and especially for her mother. She was particularly
afraid considering having lost little Anthony. The nursing staff were not compassionate and one
even slapped her. She remembers praying Please let me not go mad. Oliver did not get off the
next day and was in big trouble with Maggie who blasted him for not taking time off to support his
wife.
Elaine Mary Thompson was born on 21 November 1946 in the Germiston hospital. She was 5lb
15oz (2.7kg), small but healthy. Dorothy says that she became South African when Elaine was
born. She said that Elaine was her saviour and the catalyst to feeling completely invested in her
new country, family and home. Now she had flesh and blood here and she was ready to put her
energy into raising her family in South Africa. Elaine was her angel and still is today.

Raising Children
Dorothy’s family called her Dolly as her nickname but Oliver had a sister-in-law called Dolly
(Gregor’s wife). Our Dorothy became ‘Dorothy’ in South Africa. Dolly’s mother lived near Enid and
had two houses which she let out. Since the young couple were looking to expand their living
arrangements, Dolly let Oliver and Dorothy use two rooms in their house. They were able to share
the use of the bathroom and kitchen. When Elaine was six weeks old, Oliver and Dorothy moved
into their new home.
Oliver sold his accordion and got 60s (shillings) for it and, with the money, they bought bedroom
furniture. They also bought a lounge suite as Dorothy puts it, ‘on tick’ which means buy now and
pay later. This was the first time they started to make a home. In getting married during the war
and both coming from humble backgrounds, they did not have a lot and they did not receive gifts
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as many people do today. They started with the silver teapot and these first items of furniture. Enid
gave them six cake forks and Oliver’s sister, Elaine gave them money, with which Dorothy bought
a tea set that she still has today.
Dorothy and Oliver would go on to have three more children. Olivia Anne Thompson was born on
11 May 1948 at 9.25lb (over 4kg). Although a big healthy baby, she was lucky to be alive since
she was born with the umbilical cord around her neck. The resulting mark stayed on her neck for
about a year. David Muir Thompson was born on 24 May 1952 at 7lb (3.1kg) and the baby of the
family, Jennifer Scott Thompson was born on 8 May 1954 also at 7lb (3.1kg). With three out of
four children born in May, one has to wonder whether the month of August was particularly cold for
a few years.
It was Dorothy’s role to look after the children and the home. When Oliver got home, she had his
tea ready and he would read the paper and have his brandy and ginger ale and a cigarette. She
bathed the children. They were allowed to sit in the lounge in their pyjamas together. Dorothy
remembers how they all had chicken pox once and she dabbed them with calamine lotion in front
of the electric fire.

The four children as adults (Jennifer, David, Olivia and Elaine)

When the children were very young, she used to wonder when she would get a chance to see her
mother. She wondered How long will I do this before I see my family? They used to exchange
airmail letters. Postage was pre-paid on the envelopes they bought and Dorothy would write all her
news for her family in her letters. She would get so excited and feel such joy on receiving them
from her family in England. The post was efficient in those days and they received letters often.
She cried when no letter arrived and she cried when letters did arrive!
It was ten years since Dorothy left home when she returned to England with Jennifer who was 18
months old. She left the children for Christmas 1955 and Oliver took them to the farm to be taken
care of by his mother Maggie and Christine, their helper. Before leaving, Dorothy left a notebook
menu which Oliver read out for Christine. She remembers looking at them walking away seeing
David on Oliver’s shoulders. Granny pitched in to help and Dorothy had made arrangements for
their Christmas gifts. She left a doll for the girls and a gift for David with Oliver. She also left
instructions with him as to what to do with the stockings for Christmas. David was very young and
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he missed his mother but the time spent with his father was valuable. When life returned to
normal, David kept asking for ‘my dad’ when Oliver was at work.
Dorothy’s ship docked in Southampton and her brothers Sam and Tony were there to see her with
their wives. She had a baby go-chair that she was able to push under the railings so that she could
leave Jennifer with them while she sorted out her paperwork and luggage.
It was a long journey from Southampton to their home in Birkenhead. They had to stop a few times
at pubs to change nappies and to eat. It was very squashed with three adults and a baby in the
back of Tony’s little Austin Minor. In one of the pubs on the way there, they asked for milk but the
pub said that they did not have any. Sam insisted on talking to the pub owner’s wife and explained
that they had a little baby who needed food. They promptly sorted out milk for them, Sam paid for
it and they were back on the road.
Dorothy’s sisters were waiting for her at her mother’s house and they only arrived around
10:30pm. Her mother made a plate of eats that were laid out on a long table and the sandwiches
were beginning to ‘curl’ since they waited so long for her arrival. The Jones family gobbled up all
the food in great celebration of Dolly’s return. She stayed for two months with the family and had a
wonderful time catching up and enjoying the warmth and fun of the Jones family.
Bringing up children was not easy and Oliver was extremely strict. The children were to do as they
were told and no nonsense would be allowed. They were given a few warnings and if they
continued, they got a hiding with the belt that hung behind the kitchen door as was customary in
those days. Even with strict parenting, the children were defiant at times.
As teenagers, Elaine and Olivia were not allowed to hang around with the boys after school at the
Modderfontein hockey field. They were required to come straight home after school and to do their
homework. One day the two girls climbed out of their bedroom window and snuck up to the hockey
field. When Oliver came home, Dorothy told him that the girls were not in their room and he got
straight into his car to fetch them. They were in trouble when he got there. One of the boys who
was keen on Elaine, tried to convince Oliver that it was his doing but Oliver was having none of it.
He said they knew their responsibilities and they were to come home immediately. They got a
hiding, mostly for the deceit and for disobeying their mother’s rules.
Dorothy and Oliver liked to go to a dinner dance once a month if they had the money, often with
the Davidsons or the Twiggs. They also went out to the Colony in Craighall or to Modderfontein.
Elaine and Olivia had to look after Jennifer and David. They were given instructions as to how to
care for the younger children and were told not to open the door to strangers under any
circumstance.
One such night when Dorothy and Oliver were out dancing, Olivia and Elaine decided to play a
prank on Jen and David. It was most likely Olivia’s idea and she prompted Elaine to dress up in a
large black raincoat and put on a hat. Elaine went outside through the back door while the rest of
the children were in the lounge. Their front door had a number of frames that contained frosted
glass so one could see an image through them but could not identify it clearly. Elaine came to the
front door and knocked loudly. Olivia told Jennifer loudly that she had to see who it was. The little
children were in a panic and protested that Mom and Dad had instructed them not to open the
door to anyone. They all rushed to the door to look through the frosted glass and were petrified by
the sight. Olivia kept insisting loudly that she had to open the door. She eventually opened the
door and Elaine burst into the doorway in her disguise. Jennifer and David just about fainted with
fright. David suspects that this was the source of a series of nightmares Jennifer had, from which
she would wake with a blood curdling scream.
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Some of Dorothy’s friends got office jobs at AECI but Oliver did not want her to work. He said she
had four kids who needed her and it was best that she was there for them. Dorothy was not keen
to work with neighbours and friends as she felt it was best to keep those domains of life separate.
Dorothy knows that staying home to look after the children and make a warm, welcoming home
was beneficial for the children and the family. She thinks that her children appreciated that. Some
of the children’s friends used to come over for soup and to enjoy her cooking.
She had a cleaning lady only twice a week so it was hard work to keep the home clean and tidy.
She made clothes for the children and herself, including trousers for David and pyjamas. She
made nice dresses for going out and for everyday wear. This took up a lot of time. Oliver gave her
money to buy fabric at the end of the month and she used it to ensure that the family had clothes
to wear. She also did all the cooking and helped the children with their homework.
The children went to the convent to receive a religious education. Dorothy and Oliver wanted the
nuns to reinforce having good manners and for their daughters to grow up to be ladies. They were
both thrifty and worked hard to earn enough money to send all four children to good schools and
to pay for tuition and uniforms. Dorothy did not work in the early years because there was a lot to
do in looking after the children and to ensure they had a stable home to come home to in the
afternoons. They did not have a lot of spare money available and they did without a lot. The
children had to make do with each other as playmates and friends and to make the most of the
Modderfontein community.
Their home was a small three-bedroom home with one bathroom. Jennifer and David shared a
room when they were little, Elaine and Olivia shared another room with the main bedroom
occupied by their parents. One night, Jen bet David that he would not dare to jump out of their
window to visit their sisters next door. David was up for it, so waited until their light had been
switched out and their parents were presumably settled into doing something else. As an
important bit of background to this story, both Jen and David were deadly afraid of the
‘boogieman’. The boogieman was a dangerous character that prowled around in the night looking
for mischief. So, the bet was a real challenge.
David was enticed by the prospect of getting Jen’s weekly pocket money so he jumped out of the
window into the night. He ran up to their back fence and climbed over. He proceeded to go to his
sisters’ window and tossed little stones against the window in an attempt to wake them. His
courage started to fail him as he was now vulnerable in the dark so he scrambled back over the
fence and to his bedroom window. The window ledge was quite high up so he struggled to get
up. In the commotion, they must have alerted Dorothy by talking too loudly to each other. Their
mother came rushing into the room. When she saw the window wide open and his little face
peering in from the outside, she shouted, “David!” The urgency of her voice gave him such a
fright, causing him to think that she had seen the boogieman behind him. He sprung through the
window with apparent ease and was in bed like a shot.
As a young boy, David would spend time with his friend Chris Dalton who lived near the tennis
courts in Modderfontein. One day he returned home in the late afternoon in a filthy state. He
arrived at the back door of their home and Dorothy, after observing his dirty, unkempt look, asked
him who he was. He said that he was David. She said, “No, you’re not my David. My David is a
neat and tidy boy so you better go home to your own Mommy.”
He protested that he was really David, her son. She continued to insist that her David was not
dirty like him and that he should go home to his own mother as soon as possible. She then closed
the door on him. The next thing she knew, there was a knock on the front door and there he was
again. Dorothy kidded with him for a short while before bringing him in for a bath.
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In those days, there was no internet or Google so school children learned by looking things up in
encyclopaedias. Dorothy and Oliver paid off a set of encyclopaedias and the children used them
for projects and homework. Oliver came home each day in the afternoons and helped with
checking their homework. He was available to his family and was prominent in the discipline of his
children. The children were not allowed to get off the bus other than to come home. On one
occasion Elaine went to a friend’s house and got into a lot of trouble for that.
As parents, Dorothy and Oliver knew that each child was different and that their parenting style
needed to be adapted to suit the needs of each individual. Elaine was a sensitive child and would
withdraw with even a stern look from them. She never gave them much trouble in terms of her
behaviour and boys and was responsible. She was a methodical girl, very organised and tidy.
Elaine is the type of person one could always rely on. Her parents thought it would be beneficial to
send her to Modern Methods Business College which was in central Johannesburg. It was a strict
girls’ college where they would phone parents if the children did not arrive for class. Elaine finished
school there and got her secretarial skills training at the same time.
Clive, also the son of an engineer at AECI was interested in Elaine and they were a great match
for each other. He was very charismatic and he used to persuade Oliver to allow him to take the
girls out to an ice cream parlour. They had rules and they were in place to keep their children safe.
It was safer times but because Dorothy grew up in war-torn England, they were still cautious about
girls going out on their own at night.
Elaine started working and saved her money diligently. Dorothy matched everything she had
saved by the time she moved out to get married. She had a kist for her trousseaux and saved for
matching underwear and accessories. Elaine had many outfits put away and saved for when she
got married. She married Clive Norman Allen on 1 October 1966.
The children had curfews up until they were 21 years old and then they could do as they pleased.
All four children lived at home until they got married. They all paid board and lodging as soon as
they started working and until they moved out. Their parents were clear on teaching them the
value of money.
Olivia did not save anything. She lived for the moment and borrowed money from Oliver
relentlessly. She was the wild one of the family and brought a great sense of fun to their home.
Her parents never knew what time Olivia would be coming home once she got old enough to
surpass her curfew. Olivia was such a loveable person, which showed up as a young child. Even
after getting a smack, she would say she was so sorry with her sincere and gorgeous little face. A
few minutes later, she would be breaking the rules again. It was difficult to stay angry with her
because of her warm and loving nature.
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Elaine gets married to Clive Allen in 1966

When Elaine left the convent, Olivia stayed on but she wanted to leave to become a model. It is
not surprising since she had a unique beauty and was the only one in the family that was a natural
redhead. Oliver and Dorothy insisted that she had to complete school. Olivia was an intensely
creative person and did not enjoy traditional school subjects such as mathematics. Over the years
she made some incredible pieces of art, demonstrating her great talent and creativity.
Dorothy was very proficient in sewing and made the children many outfits growing up and beyond.
They did not have much money to spend on things like holidays and the children were mostly
expected to entertain themselves with their siblings as playmates. They took the kids to the
seaside in Scottburgh, a few times when they were young but otherwise, they did not have much
money to spend on holidays since it was expensive to take all six of them away. Each child
received a watch for their 18th birthday and they did their best to offer their children love and
support even if they could not offer great luxuries.
The family lived on AECI property as part of the perks of Oliver’s job as an engineer. However, he
recognised that they would need to invest in another property to ensure that they had a home
when he retired. They bought a house in Rembrandt Park and gave themselves 20 years to pay it
off, which they did well before the time. Dorothy was incredibly sad to leave the Modderfontein
community as it reminded her of home and there were many people of English descent that she
had grown close to. She did not know anyone in Rembrandt Park and it was an adjustment to live
there.
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David went to St. Pauls for junior school that was also Catholic and near the school his sisters
attended. He had many female friends since he spent a lot of time with his sisters and their
friends. As a young boy, if he lost a game, he burst into tears. In observing this behaviour, his
parents realised that they needed to make a man out of him so they sent him for weekly boarding
school from high school. They wanted to get him into Pretoria High and Potchefstroom but the
rules were such that one had to live in the area. So, he went to Jeppe Boys High, near their home
for weekly boarding, coming home on weekends.
The first year was terrible. Dorothy cried her eyes out when he went to boarding school, as did
David. She used to tell him funny stories on the journey there to distract them both from the
sadness. There was a rhyme she used to sing to him in an English accent that he loved. David
worked hard at school and got good marks. He was a strong sportsman and was particularly good
at tennis.
Jennifer went to the same school as her sisters, Assumption Convent. Her friend Sonia lived in
Rembrandt Park and went to Sandringham High. They wanted to go to school together so they
begged Oliver to move Jennifer. She was not thriving at the convent so her parents thought she
might benefit from having a friend at school. They moved schools and were not sure whether it
was the best decision. In parenting, one has to make the best decision with the knowledge
available at the time. Even though Dorothy and Oliver did not always approve of what the girls got
up to, Jennifer’s friendship with Sonia remains strong today. One of Jennifer’s great strengths is
her friendly nature and her ability to connect with people. She has always been a natural peopleperson and brought a sense of love and fun to the family home. A Polish neighbour gave Jennifer
a horse called Ruby which was stabled at Linbro Park. Ruby and Jennifer loved each other and
both did very well at gymkhanas.
Dorothy’s advice for parents is to give children religious instruction. She believes that it is the most
important thing in their lives and that it can see them through tough times and good times in life.
She did not go to church on Sundays since it was her only chance to sleep in. Life was terribly
busy and tiring raising four children. Oliver took the kids to a place where they served mass and
later on a neighbour helped by bringing them home after mass. Dorothy believes that we need
faith to have purpose in life. She says, “without faith, we are nothing.” The next most important
thing is to give children discipline and love. Lots of love.

Dorothy Goes to Work
Dorothy got a telegram that her mother was in hospital with glaucoma and the family wanted her to
visit. At the time, they had just paid for Elaine’s wedding so the cost of the journey to England
would be difficult to justify.
Jennifer was in high school by this stage and she came home around 4pm once her extra murals
were finished. Oliver also arrived home from work around this time. They decided that it was time
for Dorothy to get a job and she started working at Ivy’s curio store in Johannesburg central. She
arranged with her employer that she would work through her lunch hour so that she could leave at
4pm and be home in time to make dinner. On Saturday she also worked until 1pm.
In those days one could fly now and pay later so Dorothy bought her plane ticket and started
working to pay it off. The trip to visit her mother was the catalyst to getting the job but once she
started working, she really enjoyed it. Marion, the owner’s daughter and a director at the time,
liked Dorothy. The work was remarkably interesting and Dorothy asked a lot of questions about
the wooden carvings and their meanings.
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Marion knew a lot about the skins, the process of taxidermy, gemstones, carvings and their
origins. When the shop was quiet, she taught Dorothy about the artefacts and what they meant.
Marion enjoyed sharing her knowledge about African culture with Dorothy. She taught Dorothy
about the history behind the old masks, which wood was used to make them and which ones were
the valuable ones.
Dorothy learnt a lot from Marion and also became involved in the running of the business. She did
a lot of the buying. Dorothy could not drive since a surgeon botched cataract surgery on one of her
eyes and she lost a great deal of vision in that eye. A driver took her to the factory and she
ordered handbags, purses, keyrings and wallets in different colours. There were a variety of
animal skins used such as ostrich and elephant. Dorothy did the buying for the other stores, in
Durban and Pretoria, sometimes if they needed something in particular. Travellers made
appointments with her to buy from them, for example vendors who sold jewellery, plaques and
little carvings made of stone. Dorothy was also the store manager. They had a bookkeeper to do
the accounting in full but she recorded the sales for the day. Dorothy had eight ladies working for
her and she had to do the hiring and dismissals when necessary. The staff were required to speak
a second language such as German or French, in order to support their tourist customer base.
Dorothy travelled for the second time back to England, this time on her own. It was about 15 years
since the family had seen her. There were 15 of them to greet her at London airport. One took her
hat; another her coat and she was surrounded by family members who were so excited to see her.
One of her brothers worked at the airport. He grabbed her and she did not recognise him since he
was fair haired when she last saw him and his hair became darker. His teeth had been pulled and
he was awaiting his false teeth still. It was quite overwhelming to see everyone again. Sam and his
wife were there, Jenny and Pat, Alfie and his wife, Violet, her daughter and son-in-law as well as
some of Christine Rawlings’ relatives. Christine is the daughter of Jenny and Pat and has
welcomed family from all around the globe into her home in England. They took a photo and Pat
titled it ‘Joy’.
They went to Alfie’s place and then to Christine’s home. Christine and her husband Alan were in
the process of wallpapering their bedroom so the men had to stay in one room and the women in
another. It was the only way to fit everyone in. Chris and Alan slept on mattresses in the lounge.
They all had such a blast together with the jokes and the antics of the broader Jones family. A
policeman came around to tell them that they were making far too much noise and they explained
that their Dolly was home and they could not contain themselves so he might as well just have a
beer and join in.
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Dorothy (front row left) is reunited with her family on one of her visits to England

The Grandchildren Arrive
Dorothy got to see her mother, Sarah, before she passed away in 1971. Around that time, Elaine
and Clive spent time in Canada and produced the first grandchild, Grant, on 5 July 1972. They
returned home when Grant was a small baby and moved into a home in Bryanston. I am their
second grandchild, christened Kathryn, and arrived on 15 January 1975.
Olivia married Marco Germena in 1969. They had two children, the third and fourth grandchildren
to Dorothy and Oliver. Dante was born on 18 August 1975 and Danielle on 6 December 1976.

Beautiful Olivia on her wedding day with Dorothy
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Since David achieved well at school and had the ambition to study further, his parents agreed to
send him to university to study accounting. He studied at Witwatersrand University, graduated with
a Bachelor of Commerce and got a certificate in the theory of accounting. He passed his qualifying
exam to become a Chartered Accountant in 1980 and spent five years as an articled clerk with
Deloitte, Haskins and Sells in Johannesburg. David married Diane Rowan on 23 Feb 1980.
In the same year, the youngest, Jennifer, married Shayne Kietzmann on 12 April 1980. Dorothy
and Oliver’s fifth grandchild arrived in the form of David and Di’s only son, Rowan, who was born
on 18 May 1982.

Jennifer and Shayne on their wedding day

In 1983, Dorothy and Oliver celebrated their fortieth wedding anniversary at Elaine and Clive’s
home in Bryanston. Bessie and Paddy came across from Australia to celebrate and to travel the
country with Dorothy and Oliver. Tony and his wife, Hilda, also came from Canada to celebrate
their anniversary and to enjoy the travels with Bessie and Paddy.
Dorothy and Oliver took them all to Knysna and the Cape. They went to the game reserve, God’s
window and the Three Rondavels in Graskop, White River in Mpumalanga. They also went to
Warmbaths, now Bela-Bela. They had a sedan which was inadequate for the six of them. Their
son-in-law, Clive, borrowed a minivan from his company for them to use on the trip. They also
stayed in his company’s holiday house in Southbroom in Kwazulu-Natal and at the company flat in
Sea Point, Cape Town. They had an amazing trip together. The housekeeper, Jean, from the Sea
Point flat cooked, shopped and cleaned for them. Their grandchildren, Grant and Kath were there
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for some of the time too and slept on a blow-up mattress on the floor of Elaine and Clive’s
bedroom in the flat in Sea Point.
Dorothy’s sister, Nelly came out to South Africa to stay around this time and stayed with them in
Rembrandt Park. They took her to the Four Seasons and Cutty Sark resort in Kwazulu-Natal and
had an adventure together.

Dorothy and Oliver celebrate their 40th wedding anniversary in 1983

After working in the store for about 16 years, Ivy’s was in financial trouble. Nothing to do with
Dorothy, of course. They sold the business while Dorothy was on long leave travelling with Bessie
and Paddy. The store owners phoned her to say that they had sold the store to a new owner who
wanted her to stay on. Dorothy elected not to. She was only working there three days a week by
that stage. However, she helped with the transition of the new ownership to assist them in
understanding how the business worked. A couple from Rhodesia (now Zimbabwe) bought the
store and Dorothy felt that it would not be the same working for them as it was working for people
who had become friends. Around then, women retired at age 55 and she was 59 at that time.

Retirement Years
In those days, most men retired at age 62 but Oliver worked beyond that and it was a good thing
because salaries went up a lot in those later years and he was able to put away more money for
retirement. He had 40 years of service by the time he retired. Oliver worked out the money that
they needed to live on and he invested the rest. He was very thrifty and wise when it came to
financial affairs which was most likely influenced by his childhood.
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Soon after they retired, they decided to travel by caravan on holiday. They were living in
Rembrandt Park at the time they bought a caravan at the Rand Show. As part of their retirement,
they moved to Segovia, a townhouse complex in Bryanston, near Elaine. They had paid off their
house fairly quickly and were able to use the extra money to establish themselves in the
townhouse. Olivia made them a beautiful stained-glass window in their cabinet in the lounge. It
was great to have a property that was lock-and-go, allowing them to travel without the worry of
maintaining a garden and pool. They had no pets or responsibilities to worry about.
I remember many fun parties in Segovia with dress up themes like black and white. I remember
spending time with my cousins watching movies and getting teased and given huge frights by our
youngest aunt Jennifer who was always so much fun. These were the days of the ‘magic tin’ which
was always full of sweets and many happy family gatherings. When anyone in the family had a
birthday, we would celebrate it on the nearest Sunday afternoon with tea and cake. We also spent
many Christmas celebrations with each other, taking turns at the various houses and doing fun
things like sliding down a hill of hail at Olivia’s home on trays and a lot of rough housing with
Shayne in the pool. Jennifer and Shayne had their son, Ryan, the final grandchild on 30 May 1988
who joined in all of our traditions and fun.
Oliver and Dorothy went on many trips with their caravan, where no bookings were required. They
evaluated the facilities such as ablutions to ensure they were clean and then they stayed as long
as they wanted to. They travelled to places where Dorothy had never been before and they came
back to their base when they felt like it. It was during these years in Segovia that Oliver converted
to Catholicism as he had spent many years attending mass with the family and he wanted to
belong to the faith.
Dorothy helped Oliver set up the tent and pack up afterwards. Eventually, she developed a bad
back and on their last trip she had to lie flat on her back the whole way home. She had four
different operations on her back over the years. Around this time, when Oliver was 70, they
decided that it was time to sell the caravan. They had many fun adventures together in those days
and they enjoyed the time alone together tremendously. Dorothy said it was the best time of their
retirement when they were fit and well and could be free of responsibility and just enjoy life.
They also saved enough money to enjoy overseas trips. Dorothy promised her sister, Bessie that
she would visit her since Bessie, living in Adelaide Australia, felt quite isolated from family. They
had a wonderful five-week trip traveling around Australia together. They went to wineries and
Hahndorf – a German village with many interesting craft shops. They bought gifts for their children
and grandchildren. They brought Mickey and Minnie Mouse soft toys from America. They bought
their granddaughters (Danielle and I) a beautiful little jewellery box each and the boys another little
gift. They bought their daughters paintings.
Dorothy was always close to her brother Tony and it was obvious that they would visit him in
Canada as one of their overseas holidays. He was the service manager at Ford Motor Company
and he had a big comfortable car that they used to travel around in. When Tony and his wife, Hilda
lived in Vancouver, they travelled down the coast to Disneyland and stopped off at many places
along the way. She remembers staying in Sacramento where they learned about the Donner
Party, settlers who got trapped in early snowfall in the Sierra Nevada mountain valley and many
were buried alive. They went to Los Angeles and Anaheim to visit Disneyland and as Dorothy said,
“we became children again.”
Tony and Hilda travelled a lot and they had much to show them. They knew all the good places to
visit and the best hotel suites to stay in. Dorothy and Oliver travelled to England on the way home
from Canada to see her family. Her mother had died by then and they stayed with her sister,
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Jenny and her husband, Pat. On their next trip they stayed with Violet since Pat developed a heart
condition.

Oliver and Dorothy enjoying time together with Hilda and Tony

Sheila Lomas, Jenny and Pat’s daughter has fond memories of her Aunty Dolly babysitting her
when she was very young. She remembers playing shop and using the kitchen table as the
counter, having all the contents out of the cupboards when she should have been in bed a long
time ago.
It was wonderful to be able to see everyone as most of her siblings stayed in the same area as
they grew up. Her brother, Joe moved to Scotland and they went to see him on one trip. He was
her oldest brother and was 19 years older than her. Dorothy felt that she left England so young
and that she missed out on being close to many family members. She did keep up with their news
by mail but it was hard to maintain a strong bond with all her siblings. She is grateful for the
opportunity to spend time with siblings and their families who came to South Africa for visits. Jenny
and Pat came to spend time with their son, Reginald who lived in South Africa and enjoyed
holidays and travel with Oliver and Dorothy.
Dorothy’s brother Alfie was close in age to Dorothy but they were not as close as she was with
Tony. He lived in London near Christine Rawlings, the daughter of Jenny and Pat. On one of their
trips to London with Tony and Hilda, they went to the theatre and saw the sights such as Madame
Tussauds and Buckingham Palace. It brought back a lot of memories for Oliver and Dorothy of the
time they went there during the war. They spent a week there together where they had a cocktail
party at South Africa House and as they were walking towards Westminster Abbey, there was a lot
of traffic and noise but over that they heard someone whistling an Afrikaans folk song. A
policeman on duty was South African and he had spotted Oliver’s shoulder patch showing that he
was South African. They sang along together and enjoyed the connection with another South
African.
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They went to all the same places that they visited during their time there. They went to a show with
a medieval theme where the women had to pour the wine for their ‘lord’. There was a court jester
and a bit of foul language which was not really Dorothy’s cup of tea.
Sadly in 1988, the family saw the first marriage split up. Clive and Elaine were separated and took
several years for the divorce to become final. This was devastating for the whole family and as
children, we leant heavily on Dorothy, our Nana at this time. Grant and I were teenagers and we
spent many afternoons with our grandparents, discussing the ins and outs of the separation and
the divorce.
The next divorce took place in 1992 when David and Diane split up. David moved back home with
Dorothy and Oliver to obtain the love and support from his parents. He met Veronica Jane and
they were married on 24 February 1995. They decided to move the United States and to make
their home in Atlanta in April 1995. It must have been a difficult decision to move away from his
parents and his son, but David remained close to his family always by visiting often, attending
family celebrations and offering great support to his parents.

David and Vee get married in 1995

Dorothy and Oliver went to Canada again and stopped off in Seattle where Tony met them. They
went to visit their son, David, in Atlanta and then flew to Canada from there. They spent two weeks
travelling around. Tony and Hilda knew the places so well. When they stopped in Seattle, Tony
booked the best suite for Dorothy and Oliver – the royal suite and the next best one for
themselves. In Oliver and Dorothy’s room, they had a huge coin-operated bed which vibrated. It
was rather comical for them since it was not something that they ever contemplated needing.
When Dorothy recounted the story to me, she said, “it must be some sexual thing.”
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The four of them ordered cocktails and got on the bed together. Tony put in a coin and they all
laughed like young children, giggling and bouncing up and down, trying not to spill their cocktails.
They also had a visit to the same hotel with Ian Jones, Sam’s son. Hilda bore a slight resemblance
to Queen Elizabeth which Ian liked to exploit for comedic purposes. When someone knocked on
their door, Ian said that they were interrupting her majesty Elizabeth II. Of course, Hilda played
along and was able to pull it off easily. The Jones family had an amazing sense of humour and
they all loved to have fun.
Dorothy went back to England four times in total. The last time they went to her siblings was to see
Bessie in 1996. They flew to Brisbane and once they travelled by car through the outback and
stayed overnight at different places. It was hot and uncomfortable to travel by car but the upside
was that one gets to see a lot that way. They saw the Gold Coast and the Sunshine coast. Bessie
was not able to walk so they had to hire a wheelchair to get her around. They paid air fares for
everyone to get around. The exchange rate was better then, especially when they just started
travelling. Initially the exchange rate of ZAR/AUD was 3 but by the time it was 7, travelling was
becoming too expensive.

Moving to Kwazulu-Natal
As they got older, Dorothy and Oliver started looking at retirement villages. They had clear
requirements such as no stairs to climb, a frail care unit and a bus since Dorothy could not drive.
They looked at a place near Sandton Clinic in Johannesburg and almost bought a unit in San
Soreno, Bryanston but they had no frail care which was an essential requirement. They also
required permission to do any alterations on the unit. They looked at a place in Fourways but the
village had no functioning frail care.
They ruled out many places that did not meet their requirements. Around this time, Jennifer and
Shayne decided to move to Durban from Port Elizabeth. Dorothy and Oliver travelled down to help
them with the move. Jennifer asked her mother to help with making curtains and 12 cushions
covers for their new home. They travelled down with their caravan and had a holiday at the same
time. Jennifer told them that they were building a retirement village in Pinetown near Lahee Park.
They were leaving the next day but they agreed to take a look. The office was closed but they had
a model of Sandown Village to look at. On the weekend, Jen and Shayne committed to take a look
and let them know what it was like.
Dorothy and Oliver did not think seriously about the retirement place there since they were used to
living in Johannesburg and had not considered living at the coast. Jennifer told them how the
village had been designed with an English theme, with lamps that looked like the gas streetlamps
in England and that they were building lovely houses. Dorothy and Oliver came down to take a
serious look at the village since they still had not found anything suitable in Johannesburg.
A few units were already built and the complex contained all the aspects they needed. They had a
minibus to take residents to the shops and back. Their place was just a plot of ground then but
they could build a ground level unit which was separate from their neighbours. They wanted a
home that was not attached directly to another home since they wanted to be able to have their
grandchildren over with no complaints from the neighbours about noise including loud television
and music.
They fell in love with the place. However, Elaine was recently divorced and David was living with
them after his divorce from Diane. They realised that their children were grown up and would be
living their own lives, whether or not they stayed in Johannesburg. They made the decision to
move to Kwazulu-Natal since the village fulfilled all their requirements. They moved to Sandown
Village in 1993 and lived there for several decades.
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It was tough to leave Johannesburg, their children and grandchildren. However, they knew that
their children would get on with their lives. Dorothy and Oliver did not see that much of their
children on a regular basis, only on special occasions. Oliver and Dorothy were shattered with
their children’s divorces. It was not something they ever visualised. They worried about their
grandchildren who needed them after the divorces. Their grandson, Grant said it was ‘the end’
when they said they were moving away.
Oliver and Dorothy barely spoke to each other on the way down to Durban because they were so
sad. Dorothy cried and cried the entire journey. David and Elaine were so upset with them for
leaving Johannesburg because they wanted them close but their parents had not found anything
else that met their lifestyle needs.
Jennifer lived in Port Elizabeth for 13 years and had not had the benefit of being around her
parents all that time. It was her turn and it was a good opportunity for them to spend time with
Ryan. However, they made it clear to Jen that they were not there for babysitting purposes only.
They told her that they have their own lives to lead. Dorothy wanted to do her sewing and not
spend all day everyday looking after grandchildren. They were happy to babysit for special
occasions such as a wedding but not on a permanent basis. She had been a mother already and
this was her time to enjoy retirement.
Even though they had one car, their unit was designed for two garages. They paid the extra
money for the second garage, which Oliver made into a storeroom and sewing room. He put in a
ceiling and electrics with built-in-cupboards and a workbench for his tools.
Dorothy gave bowls a try but she felt she was not achieving anything. She did not enjoy the gossip
that accompanied the bowls she tried in early retirement. She encouraged Oliver to continue
playing bowls since he enjoyed it and she got on with her sewing instead. It gave Oliver some
exercise and time to socialise with other people.
Oliver taught his son-in-law Shayne how to fix things in his house, empowering him to do that for
himself. Shayne was of great service to Oliver and Dorothy in the many years they spent in
Sandown Village. Since he was in the medical industry, he advised them on the appropriate
specialists to visit, information on medication and he helped with a variety of everyday tasks.
Shayne became a surrogate son to Oliver and Dorothy and they valued his support and help
through the years. It was also a great blessing having Jennifer nearby to spend time with and she
helped them with a variety of things such as shopping and trips to doctors and the bank over the
years.
At first, they met a lot of people that were originally from England and Scotland. Anne and Bill from
Glasgow, Irene and Mervin and a couple from Birmingham, Joyce and Dennis. Their neighbour
used to play his grand piano which was beautiful and they enjoyed the music wafting into their
home and garden while gardening. Another couple left to join their daughter in New Zealand. Their
friends gradually died off or moved on and now there are only one or two that remain in the village.
Oliver was happy playing bowls and they loved the social gatherings that took place in the
retirement village. They loved spending Christmas with family in Johannesburg but they always
made sure that they were back in the village for new year so that they could spend it with their
friends.
Dorothy and Oliver had big celebrations for their golden (fiftieth) and diamond (sixtieth) wedding
anniversaries while living in Sandown Village. The family members travelled to enjoy the
celebration of their love. Some family members arranged for Her Majesty Queen Elizabeth II to
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send them a special congratulatory letter for their sixty-fifth anniversary. There was much
excitement and build up in preparation for their seventieth anniversary.

Golden wedding anniversary celebrations in 1993

The family celebrates the 50th anniversary

The grandchildren got married and the first great grandchildren started to arrive. The first was
Christine Mann, my daughter, born 19 December 2008. I always remember my grandfather as
quite stoic and serious but I will never forget the tears rolling down his cheeks on the day he met
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Christine. The year 2011 brought two more great grandchildren, my daughter Sarah and Danielle’s
son, Cayden. The most recent arrival was Luca, the son of Dante Germena, born in 2017.

Dorothy and Oliver celebrate 60 years of marriage

Oliver was always an extraordinarily strong man. He built and fixed many things in the house and
was extremely resourceful. He had two knee replacements but his health was excellent in general.
In 1992 the couple were getting ready to go out somewhere and Dorothy could not find her shoe.
She realised it was under the bed but with her bad back, she was not able to reach it. Oliver
picked up the bed to reach for the shoe and injured himself. Over the following few months his
health deteriorated. The doctors did their best for him but in his nineties, they were unable to do
much. Oliver insisted that he just wanted to be with Dorothy every night and refused to go to
hospital.
Jennifer lived nearby and the other children travelled to help in caring for him. David flew to
Durban from the United States, Olivia came up from Ramsgate and Elaine travelled from
Johannesburg to spend time with him. They came together as a family and with the support of the
frail care staff, they looked after him in his own environment. The children took shifts in staying
with Oliver, supporting Dorothy and helping to care for him in the last few weeks of his life.
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Oliver's great grandchildren observe him closely in 2012

Oliver loved Dorothy more than anything in the world and he wanted his last moments to be at
home with her and his children. On his deathbed, he apologised to Dorothy for not being able to
make it to the huge milestone of their seventieth wedding anniversary. He passed away on 6
August 2012, weeks before his 93rd birthday. The grandchildren and many friends and relatives
travelled for the funeral and shared in the grief of the family.
I remember sitting with my Nana, Dorothy on her bed after the funeral and her telling me that she
felt like half of her body was missing. Oliver had given instructions that each grandchild could
receive a Kruger Rand but they must travel to visit Dorothy for it. She gave me the one that was
intended for me and I cherish it. My grandfather was always a quiet person and did not have much
to say, unless one broke the rules or did something to hurt the family. He was a pillar of strength
for his family and his absence was deeply felt.
Dorothy misses him terribly and lost a dramatic amount of weight in the months that followed his
passing. A love like they shared is something unique and rare in modern times and that they were
lucky to have each other for so long, and to still be so in love right up to the end. Dorothy is a
resilient lady and the matriarch of our family, so she continued with her life.
They had their ups and downs and did not always agree on everything and she threatened to
leave him once due to his alcohol consumption but as she says, he was like a puppy the next day,
begging for forgiveness. They agreed from then on not drink in the week when they were working.
On Friday nights, he enjoyed his whisky and Dorothy had a wine spritzer if they were not going out
anywhere. She did not really need it but did it to keep him company. Dorothy speaks about Oliver
with such love. “He was a wonderful man.”
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Dorothy and Oliver, always in love

When thinking of their life together, she remembers how they loved their music and their records.
They often put on their music and they would dance around their lounge. They sang along to their
favourite music. When he had his knee troubles, he told her to dance around for him to watch
because he could not join in. The children meant the world to her and she knows that she meant
the world to him. Dorothy says, “he was the love of my life and the light of my life.”
After her divorce around 1996, Olivia moved to the coast to stay in Ramsgate, Kwazulu-Natal. She
was about ninety minutes away by car from her parents and this allowed her to have their support
and her own life. She met Greg who moved into her beautiful property that overlooked the sea. In
the early years, Olivia and Greg travelled to visit them often and they were able to join in
Christmas celebrations and family functions. Olivia had a nasty fall and injured her hip, requiring
surgery. Her health declined steadily and she was wheelchair bound for some time. Dorothy and
Olivia spoke on the phone every day and were remarkably close.
Olivia passed away after many years of illness, a month before her 70th birthday, on 6 April 2018.
Dorothy was devastated to lose Olivia and she talks to her photograph often. She is missed deeply
by her siblings, Dorothy and her children. It brings Dorothy some comfort that Oliver is now with
Olivia and the two of them can keep each other company.
The couple spent 20 happy years together in Sandown Village. In that time, family members came
to stay and the couple did a lot of travelling. Many happy memories were forged with friends and
family over the years. Jennifer was able to visit regularly and spent a lot of time helping them with
various things. David visited often from the United States and provided help with investments and
financial advice. When Olivia was well, she visited on special occasions and kept up to date by
phone when she was ill. Elaine also travelled to visit and moved down to stay in Sandown Village
a few years ago. She is a great support to Dorothy and helps with the everyday routine and to
keep Dorothy company.
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Four of Dorothy’s grandchildren celebrate her 90th birthday in 2015

Dorothy has a large photo of Oliver in her lounge. She talks to his photo every day, letting him
know what she is thinking and any family news. She tells him that she knows he wants her to
come to him but she feels she is still needed here so she is sticking around for the foreseeable
future.
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Dorothy’s Message
I am very proud to have come from a big wonderful family, the Jones family, that were very loving
and loyal. We, of course, had a lot of ups and downs like most people do in hard times but what
happened to one happened to all of us. That principle was what I tried to teach my own precious
children with all the love in the world and with a wonderful husband and father who gave me great
love and support all our married life. He left us at the great age of 92 years and I miss him so very
much. I have wonderful memories. He left us all comfortably off financially with his care and hard
work all his life. Thank you, Darling.
I am also very proud and grateful to my darling children who have given me great joy and love all
their lives. I cherish every moment and thank God for you all. My treasures in my life have been
my children and my husband and if I had to do it all again, I would not change most things, I would
be glad to do it.
I love you all so very much.
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